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Author's Notes: 
Its a little sad. 


It was a lengthy tour and Lars was feeling overly stressed and angry about everything and anything seemed to 
set him off. He actually began to throw a fit because they were out of the cereal he wanted this morning. 
Nobody seemed to notice and mistook it for his general crabbiness which he had at times due to a short fuse 
except for Cliff who could feel there was something deeper than just managers and cereal that was hurting 
him. Tonight Cliff promised himself he would venture out and see if his intuition was right. 

Cliff was jamming alone when he heard the door shut to Lars's room in the hotel they were all in that 
particular night. He took it as his cue, turned off his gear, and left for Lars's room. He knocked softly. "Go 
away!" He opened it anyway and stood in the doorway. "I said get out!" His voice rose a little higher but Cliff 
ignored his requests. He simply walked slowly closer to Lars and sat next to him. He didn't talk to him or look 
at him-yet. "What are you doing? What do you wantman?" Cliff said nothing as he placed his lager, soft hand 
near Lars's hand and touched it gingerly. Lars calmed down slightly and looked at their hands. "What's this 
really about?" He asked softy, stroking his thumb over the top of his hand a few short times. "W-wha-?" Lars 
stammered out and looked at Cliff. 


Cliff searched Lars's eyes for the answer his mouth wouldn't give. "I think there's something else bothering 
you you won't say." Cliffs voice was so smooth, it alone was almost enough to calm him. "l." He couldn't speak. 
He held his head in his hands, trying to think of an explanation. Cliff could hear his breathing begin to crackle 
and break and he knew what was coming. He wrapped his arm around his smaller body and pulled him close and 
held him tight. He kept his head over his heart and Lars could hear it beating and his lungs breathing in deeply. 
He lifted a hand to run its fingers though his long hair as he cried into his bassist's chest. "Shhh...it's okay. 
You'll talk when you're ready to. l'm not going anywhere." He buried his face in the top of Lars's head and gave 
it a tiny kiss. That was new for the both of them. 

"L.I just think... think that sometimes this..something bad is g-gonna happen or something.” Lars spoke into 
Cliff's shirt. He rubbed his hands on Lars's back. "So you're feeling anxious?" Cliff asked after a moment. Lars 
nodded and gripped onto Cliff's shirt tightly. He cried for a few more minuets more and stopped but began to 
shake a little. Cliff just held him tighter and Lars as well held tighter to Cliff. Lars finally began to calm himself 
down and he stared at Cliff with wet green eyes for a moment. "How did you know?" He asked finally. Cliff 
shrugged. "| don't know. | guess | just kinda felt like there was something wrong?" He smiled at Lars who 
returned the smile half heartedly. Cliff had him draped across his lap and was holding him up a if he were a 
small child. They looked at each other before Lars spoke very softly, "thank you." Cliff pushed his hair out of 
his face and replied in that same soft voice, a gentleness that made Lars feel special, "don't thank me. It's my 
job." 

Lars sat up and looked at Cliff, confused. "What job would that be?" He asked. Cliff averted his eyes and said 
shyly, "to love you | guess.." He twiddled his thumbs awkwardly waiting for Lars to punch him and throw him 
out of his room. His heart pounded faster and faster and his palms began to sweat as he felt regretful. "Why 
don't you sleep here tonight?" He looked bewildered at Lars. "You're not mad?" He questioned. "Mad? Why would 
| be mad? There's nothing wrong with a little love." He winked at him and kissed his cheek and Cliff felt his face 
heat up. 

That morning, Cliff woke up to find Lars in his arms, fast asleep. A few more minuets of this wouldn't hurt. 
Cliff shut his eyes again and went back to sleep, holding Lars a little tighter. 


(The end) 


